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Old Joe caught his breath. The mare raised her crest.
The dog hound sprang intent. " A hunted fox, by the Lord ! and the pack
Have o'errun the varmint's scent." Joe spoke in a rapture none can tell, And the echoes awoke to an ear-splitting yell, That oft in the days when he led the hunt Had driven his lagging hounds to the front. " Tally-ho !"   He dug his heels, and his steed Forward leapt to her topmost speed. At once all thought of age gave place To the wild, delirious joy of the chase.
u Tally-ho 1"   The red fox sailed away With the last poor strength that in him lay. The dog hound followed, his old gums bare, And behind Joe thundered on the mare.
At the bank the fox stole under the rail,
The hound pushed through, going strong on the
trail. But Joe to the barrier gave no heed.
In his eyes was a dancing flame. Once more he was Joe of the Harley Pack, Who rode hell to leather and straight on the track,
And took every chance as it came. Once more he yelled his View Halloo,
Then he crammed the mare at the leap. The loyal heart within her stirred. She rose on her haunches and light as a bird
She leapt at the barrier steep.